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is much gossip; everything is happening, and while further
from the frontier the talk is of manoeuvres and camps of
exercise, and of Christmas shooting camps, in the hills near
the frontier it is more exciting. The mountain batteries are
on the move from the Gullies.

A-smokin* my pipe in the mountain,
A-sniffing the morning cool,
I climbs in my old brown gaiters
Along oj my old brown mule.

The Highland regiments are moving too and there is a skirl
of pipes as the kilts swing round the Changla road. There
is a jam of camels and pack mules, and the dust is rising
high while a flight of cars coming down the Kashmir road
tries to get through. A battalion is halted by the wayside for
a drink o' tea, long known in India as the morning 'coffee-
shop3. Half a dozen peripatetic musicians are fiddling hard,
fiddling still perhaps what they know as 'Kaki Narth', so
popular when the Gordons stormed Dargai, and wounded
piper Findlater played 'Cock o3 the North5 as the kilts rushed
by. And from time immemorial the gossip has been the
same . . . good stirring exciting gossip and rumour, and the
gunners start it no doubt. There is trouble in Kabul . . .
no new thing . . . the Afridis are restless, the Mahsuds
won't have the motor road through Waziristan3 the Com-
mander-in-Chief has been up the Khaiber . . . someone has
a pal in Simla who said there would not be much time for
polo this year. ... A Sikh regiment at Ferozepur was
restless. . . . The tang in the air, the movement, the sight
of snowpeaks which lie far up into Afghanistan, the know-
ledge that the frontier of the Indus Kohistan is but a dozen
miles away, produce a romance and an atmosphere that is
most intoxicating; and every autumn it is the same. It is
added to as the men from Kashmir pass by hurrying back
from their leave, who call for the latest news as they pass,
and perhaps show some of their trophies from the mountain-
side; and so it has gone on these last hundred years for there